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serve only knowledge. A war that never seem to end. This is a saga 
among millions of others. A story that hopes to end. 


1 . Intro 1 

**Greetings everyone, Elusith here. Still a fledgeling writer seeking 
to explore the world of the pen (or keyboard) . 

><strong> 

**Anyways, this here is my first WH40k story, which I am very excited 
to write about, as I had been a fan of their stories. However, there 
may be a few offs here and there as the lore behind the entire 40th 
millennium is quite huge.** 

**Anyway, please enjoy the story and leave a review as you see fit! I 
would deeply appreciate any helpful notes!** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span><strong>Fall<strong> 

**Intro Part 1 
><strong> 

Echoes of explosions and gunfire boomed throughout the gigantic dark 
hallway in which Epistolary Esquivo and his yellow armored retinue 
were running through. As their ceramite boots strike the white marble 
floors relentlessly, the group of space marines gazed at the mighty 
steel doors that lined the hallway, their focused eyes betraying 
their worry. 

'_Where had it all went wrong?' _Wondered Esquivo, his armor and 



helmet a shade of blue to mark his rank. They, the marines of the 
Roaring Wings Chapter, had always been staunch followers of the Codex 
Astartes, which their revered primarch, Roboute Gulliman, had written 
himself. They had always sought to emulate their parent chapter, the 
legendary Ultramarines and had wished to carve out a page of legend 
to be added to the history of the Imperium. 

Then this happened. 

"_It is not your fault, " _Hissed the Axe which Esquivo carried at his 
side, _"you had only been acting for the good of your Chapter, the 
price I demanded was only that you free me from that structure, and 
your condition was that I do not harm your brothers in any way 
conceivable. A truly noble soul you are . 

Ignoring the voice, Esquivo continued to stride forth with his squad 
until one of the steel doors flung open to reveal a legend. 

Flanked by yellow armored Space Marines who hefted a variety of 
deadly weapons, a titanic figure strode forth. His armor was the 
pride of the chapter, intricate designs elaborating the amount of 
effort that had been spent into it. In his hand, a glowing sword 
engulfed in blue flames that had slain many an enemy warlord glinted 
coldly in its own light and through the lens of his helmet, a gaze 
like the sharpest spear pierced Equivos and his retinue. 

Eyes filled with dread, Equivos beheld the one who he should still be 
serving. Chapter Master Bellicus, Lord Governor of Corax VII, Leader 
of the Roaring Wings Chapter. 

A second passed, and chaos ensued. 

The sound of bolter-fire filled the hallways as the two groups of 
brothers opened fire upon each other. Warriors that had once fought 
beside each other now turned their weapons against one another, a 
horrible mockery of the battles when they stood side by 
side . 

Equivos leveled his Bolt pistol at a charging enemy marine and pulled 
the trigger, squinting as the shell that sped out of the barrel 
pierced his former brother's neck with pinpoint accuracy. 

However, even as that one fell to the ground as a lifeless corpse, 
another charged out, roaring a battle-cry as he hefted a Power Mace 
high, prepared to drop it upon Equivos' helmeted head. 

Movements as a blur, Equivos was a second too fast for him. Unnatural 
energy surging through his limbs, Equivos briefly enjoyed the rush of 
power before he unleashed a torrent of cackling energy at his 
unfortunate attacker. With a dull thud, the Roaring Wings Marine 
dropped, his yellow armor now a blackened hue. 

That was when the lightning struck. 

Barely throwing up a shield in time, Equivos beheld as his Chapter 
Master's blade glanced off a blue screen that the Epistolary had 
conjured. Turning eyes filled with fear towards his lord, Equivos 
could not help but feel angered at the steely gaze that had settled 
upon him. 



"My lordaC i " Muttered Equivos, his voice trembling, though with fear, 
or anger, he does not know. 

"I have no need to talk with you, heretic." 

'_Heretic?'_ Something snapped within Equivos, and instinctively he 
pulled the Axe free from its sling at his side. 

"I saved our Chapter," He spoke, voice dripping with raw emotion, "If 
it were not for me, not only Corax VII, but the entire of the Cadocus 
system would have fallen to the Orks ! " 

"At what cost?" Replied the steely voice of his unappreciative 
master, "You have doomed many a world to a slow death with that 
Warpstorm you conjured with the lives and blood of many of our 
librarians. And you did it not caring about whether those on our side 
would be added to the list of casualties." 

"A NECESSARY SACRIFICE!" Roared Equivos, anger filled him and he 
lunged forward, the Axe swinging down to decapitate Chapter Master 
Bellicus, who promptly blocked the attack with his blade. 

Weapons locked together, the two Marines struggled against each other 
as the battle raged around them. 

"WE COULD HAVE REBUILT OUR CHAPTER!" Equivos raged as he desperately 
tried to push his lord back, "THERE WAS NEVER A NEED FOR US TO BE AT 
CONFLICT AT ONE ANOTHER!" 

"_Yes, Yes!" _Whispered the Axe gleefully, _"Tell him! He is wrong to 
blame you so! Your fellows were only unfortunate accidents in the 
wake of a noble cause! 

Before Equivos could act according to the voice, his Chapter Master 
spoke first. 

"If that is so," Began Bellicus, "if your way was the route the 
Roaring Wings should take, then I would be ashamed to lead this 
Chapter . " 

Rage turned to hatred, and Equivos vision turned red as he let loose 
an unholy howl . Power coursed through him as the axe cackled with 
blue electricity. For a brief moment, Equivos could see his lord's 
eyes widening in surprise through his helmet's lens before a blinding 
light burst forth from the weapon. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>+++ Surveillance Report +++ Acolyte [Ancient], Ordo Hereticus +++ 
Analysis: Unverified +++<p> 

_As my master. Lord Inquisitor [Seeker] , preferred, the entire report 
of the Cadocus system would have its participants' names coded in the 
ill event that this report falls into ill-fated hands. Regardless, 
this is a task that was handed to me due to the Lord Inquisitor 
himself being preoccupied with the discovery of the current state of 
events of the Cadocus System, or more specifically, the forge world, 
Severil ._ 


According to past reports, the entire system of Cadocus had been the 



victim of an Orkoid Invasion roughly two standard Terran years ago. 
Imperial reinforcement had been mustered only to fail to reinforce 
the besieged system due to the obstruction of a warp storm. Said 
storm had covered the Cadocus system for many months and had only 
recently receded. Hence, it was only three weeks after the storm 
cleared that we had emerged from warp travel and touched down upon 
the forge world of Severil._ 

_The former Mechanicum occupied world had appeared to be completely 
devoid of life, and this was a notion assumed by my esteemed master 
until we moved into view of the Mechanicum outpost where we hoped 
that there would be evidence to explain the current situation. _ 

_The scenario we encountered was intriguing, to say the least. For 
miles around the city, Orkoid bodies lay motionless, showing clearly 
the result of the invasion. However, before we could begin the enter 
the massive ork graveyard, we were set upon by the remnants of the 
Mechanicum forces. _ 

_Blabbering Skitariis swarmed out of concealed areas, their weapons 
firing upon us in a disorderly fashion. While we were massively 
outnumbered, credit was due to the Adeptus Astartes who had pledged 
their service to the Lord Inquisitor, as they successfully escorted 
most of us Acolytes to within range of the unfortunately driven-mad 
Tech-Priest Dominus and put an end to him with our Melta weaponry. 
Which as a result caused the entire opposing forces to fall apart as 
their sole leader was dispatched of._ 

_It was with the greatest necessity and regret that we were forced to 
dismember the fallen Tech-Priest in order to appropriate his 
memories, or to be specific, the vid-logs of his mechanized mind so 
as to chance upon even a glimmer of what actually transpired upon 
Severil. Our efforts were rewarded, and we were able to discern that 
Chaos had indeed been involved in the workings, though how, we have 
yet to find out. All that was could be ascertained from the Vid-logs 
was that when the Warp Storm descended, it had wrought a change upon 
the Orkoid and Mechanicum forces. The Mechanicum forces appear to be 
reduced to mindless primitives, at least those with proper thinking 
capabilities, while the Orks were infected with a sort of plague. All 
that appeared of the plague was that the infected Orks found their 
movements completely restricted and their cells completely 
deteriorated ._ 

_Furthermore, the Ork body originally retrieved as a research sample, 
holds another disturbing discovery. Though most of his cells had 
deteriorated, we found that the Ork, by some vile sorcery, is still 
alive. Even now, that particular Ork ' s eyes still gazed around in 
panic as my master performed tests and experiments upon it, and we 
hope that the source could be determined soon._ 

_For now, until further results could be determined, we had begun 
preparations for the journey to Corax VII, home to the esteemed 
Roaring Wings Adeptus Astartes Chapter. There, if we are fortunate, 
we could perhaps discover the source of the involvement of Chaos, and 
hopefully discover the fate of the Roaring Wings Chapter who, so far, 
had not replied to any of our Vox messages. _ 


Surveillance Report End 



><p><strong>Well , it is quite short, but i'm still working on it. 
Much thanks to the Chaos warband creation table, to help me generate 
a warband that I'm not particularly biased towards ! <strong> 

**Also, please leave a review on any areas of improvement. I'll 
greatly appreciate it!** 

**Regards, ** 

**Elusith** 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>It had been reworked to something a lot more presentable, 
many thanks to the reviews so far! However, I understand that there 
is still room for improvement. So please leave reviews on any areas 
of improvement. Thanks ! <strong> 

**Regards again,** 


**Elusith** 


2 . Intro 2 

**Greetings everyone, Elusith here. 

><strong> 

* * As a side note, I had reworked Intro part 1, so if you had not read 
that yet, I would advise you strongly do so, and leave a review if 
you please : ) * * 

**Anyhow, I would like to thank all of the reviews so far (or two!) 
and that I greatly appreciate your comments. So if there's still 
areas to improve, please do tell me about them!** 

* *Regardless , I thank you for taking your time to read this, and I 
hope you enjoy this chapter!** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><spanXstrong>Fall<strong> 

**Intro Part 2** 

"_A good teacher may not the master, but one who teaches others to be 
masters. A good student will be a master, but he needs a good teacher 
to be one . 

_Equivos stood within the Purifying Halls, the place within the 
Roaring Wings Chapter Monastery where all the aspirants who were 
chosen to be potential Librarians would be tested. He marveled at its 
architecture, the marble pillars that decorated its walls, and also 
at the being who stood before him. 

><em> 

_The figure was a blue armored giant, a figure who had introduced 
himself as the Chief Librarian of the Roaring Wings, Telmar. Only his 
left pauldron was painted in the Chapter's heraldic color and upon 



its yellow surface, was the symbol of an Eagle's wing._ 

"_Do you know what that means, young one?"_ 

_0f course he does, Equivos smiled in hilarity, as he looked upon his 
scrawny child-like body. It did not take him long to figure out what 
this was all about. _ 

"_What is so funny, young Equivos ?"_ 

_Equivos leveled his gaze so that he stared at the eyes behind the 
lens of the Chief Librarian's helmet. Though his features were 
obscured, Equivos remembered them well._ 

_He remembered this well. All of it, how it went, how it ended. _ 

_He remembered the grueling training that forged him into the being 
he would be, the teachings of the man who guided him all the 
way ._ 

_Almost sighing, Equivos asked, "Would you believe me that you would 
die, roughly three centuries from now?"_ 

_This would not go according to plan, thought Equivos as he regarded 
the silent giant before him, who felt like he was holding a small, 
proud smile behind that helmet. _ 

_Equivos was not comforted by the thought, he still remembered, as 
his master scaled the altar, which held the relic that began it all. 
How he was torn down by that hulking greenskin that had pursued them 
to the temple. He remembered clearly the small glint of pride and 
hope in his eyes as his master tossed the Axe to Equivos before he 
was torn apart by the xenos._ 

"_The future is shaped by the present, " Said Equivos, his voice as 
hard as, as unforgiving as cold steel. "The present shaped by the 
past. Whatever our choices may be, I will go with your blessingsa€| 

My Past . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"a€|er! Brother, wake up! Emperor's Teeth, wake up 
already ! "<p> 

Equivos started as he was jostled awake. Blurred vision clearing, he 
realized that he was lying down, his line of sight filled with the 
worried countenance of his brothers. 

"Help me up." He rasped, and was subsequently hauled up by willing, 
firm grips, his ceramite armor scrapping the floor as he stumbled to 
his feet. 

As his thoughts cleared, Equivos' sight surveyed the Hallway. With 
each scene he beheld, he felt a pang of guilt, for each view was 
filled with the fallen dead of his Chapter. 

'_It is not your fault, ' _Returned the familiar voice of the Axe, 

'it is the work of Him. '_ 


Following the voice with his instinct, Equivos gazed upon the ornate 



set of Artificer Armor that lay before him. Going down on a knee, his 
gauntleted hand reached inside the masterpiece only to retrieve a 
pile of ashes. 

A slight prickling upon his neck caused Equivos to turn around, 
beholding his retinue as they looked upon the pile of ashes that lay 
upon his gauntlet. He noticed their backs stiffened when he turned, 
and he half expected them to turn upon him there and then, only for 
the foremost Marine, one called Sergeant Regarl, to nod at him. 

"The traitor who pulled the Chapter apart is dead, what are your 
orders. Epistolary?" 

The remark caused the tension within the atmosphere, though Equivos 
now felt naught but discomfort, for the marines' gazes were now 
filled with respect, for him. Respect that he felt was 
ill-deserved . 

"Epistolary? Is there something wrong?" 

Equivos did not answer him, for at that very moment, his attention 
was held by something of greater interest. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>9th Company Brother-Captain Marlon Varit, the Roaring Wings 
Master of Relics had been a long serving marine in the Roaring Wings 
chapter and had been a legendary figure amongst his brethren. Serving 
for over six hundred years, the space marine had seen many battles 
and had his fair share of victory and defeats. Though he had lost the 
world of Yggoth XX to Hive Fleet Behemoth among others, there were 
none who could and would say that he had not made up for his 
failures. After all, he had been pivotal in ensuring that the world 
of Merenith had been scoured clean of the Chaos forces that sought to 
invade its planet, alongside many other feats of worthy mentions. 
However, now, he faced a battle unlike any other. <p> 

He must purge his own brothers. 

Barely flinching as the Rhino he was embarked on shook violently from 
a deafening and uncomfortably close explosion, Marlon cursed the 
events that had led to this. 

He cursed the Orks for invading the System. He cursed the weakness of 
his Chapter that led them to seek the artifact. He cursed his Chapter 
Master for having a weak will, to give in to the demands of his 
peers. Above all, he cursed the one responsible for all of 
this . 

Equivos Golowt, the protAOgA© of the late Chief Librarian Telmar. 

Even among the Librarius, his skills were far from the best, but that 
was acceptable, seeing as Equivos was only less than four centuries 
old. Then he had witnessed proof of the Epistolary's 
corruption . 

Returning with the relic, which seemed like a simple axe at the time, 
Marlon witnessed as Equivos released a torrent of death upon the 
orks, the likes of which had never been seen before in the Captain's 
long life. At the time, as he watched the Librarian retreating into 
the monastery, the Captain thought of one thing only. 



The Epistolary must be eliminated. 


Grasping his power sword, Marlon smiled grimly. His chapter was now 
in ruins, and even with the elimination of the Orks, they now turned 
their blades upon each other. Nevertheless, Marlon knew one thing 
only . 

For the sake of his Chapter, even if he must slay his brothers to do 
it, Marlon Verit shall slay that young upstart. 

"By Chapter and by Emperor, " whispered Captain Marlon reverently as 
the rhino lurched to a stop. Steeling his resolve, the Captain looked 
around at hs fellow occupants of the Rhino. 

His subordinates of the 9th company, though they were among the 
reserve companies, woe betide those who underestimate them. 

"Come!" Spoke Marlon with hardened resolve, "let none find us 
wanting ! " 

"Let none find us wanting!" Echoed his brethren as the Rhino's Exit 
door swung open. Without looking back. Captain Marlon leapt out of 
the vehiclea€ i 

a€ | And entered hell itself. 

The courtyard of his Chapter Monastery, once a peaceful place, now a 
battlefield unlike any Marlon had ever seen. His proud brothers, once 
the firmest comrades, now fought one another in furious melees, or 
were engaged in deafening firefights. 

Sweeping the entire field with a seasoned eye, Marlon quickly 
identified the areas of strategic value. 

"Sergeant Bromin! Take half the squad and head towards higher ground! 
Signal me once you get there and are prepared to provide covering 
fire! The rest of you, you're with me! Use the _Stern Embrace _as 
cover from our traitorous kin's fire!" 

With precise and mechanical movements, his subordinates quickly went 
about their duties. There was no hesitance in their actions, for they 
trusted the decisions of their Captain above all others, and their 
resolve was strengthened by the voice of their lord himself. 

A sudden roar of engines drew Marlon's attention, and he ducked 
instinctively as the 8th company's notorious Assault Marines flew 
over the Rhino and landed before him with a thunderous impact. 

Sparing not a moment at the Captain's laxity, or that of his squad, 
the marines, now identified by Marlon to be on traitorous 
Epistolary's side, booted up their jump packs and descended upon the 
Captain and his squad. 

Reacting out of instinct than from thought. Captain Marlon unlimbered 
his combi-flamer and let loose a stream of fire, all within the 
breadth of a second. Though the burning river seemed to pass over his 
enemies' power armor, leaving only scorch marks upon them. Marlon's 
filter lenses identified one fallen traitor that had succumbed to his 
flame . 



Then the hammer fell. With the impact of a Leman Russ tank at full 
speed, the Assault marines smashed into Marlon's squad. The Captain 
himself witnessed one of his Astartes ' chest plate smashed to bits as 
he took on the full brunt of a marine at the speed a fraction of a 
speeding comet . 

White-hot rage filled Marlon's soul. These brothers that once fought 
with him, now so carelessly killing those they swore to serve beside. 
Pulling his power sword into a stance, its power field emitting a 
steady hum, Marlon advanced upon his former brethren with vengeful 
purpose . 

The Captain of the 9th had always been a master of ranged warfare, as 
dictated by the Codex Astartes. However, though Marlon himself was 
masterful in directing the gunfire of his subordinates, he was a 
swordsman first and foremost, with rumours abound within the Chapter 
that it was him who tutored Chapter Master Bellicus in the art of the 
sword . 

And now that skill was brought to the fore. 

The Assault squad numbered four, but to the Captain, it wouldn't have 
mattered if they numbered more. Now vengeance incarnate, Marlon drew 
his sword in patterns across the four Marines, and with ritual like 
movements, ended his dance in a mocking salute to the four 
traitors . 

A second passed. Then blood spurt out from thin but precise cuts that 
now decorates their ceramite armor. Drenched in their life source, 
each marine could only drop to the ground like lumps of rocks as they 
descended into the afterlife. 

His anger not yet spent, the Captain gazed around in cold fury, 
calculating eyes surveying the battlefield as he pondered his next 
move. A firefight had begun at the entrance to the Monastery. The 
ruined gates now serving as cover to the traitors as they returned 
fire upon their advancing brethren. He resisted the temptation to 
spit as a predator commandeered by his fallen brothers went up in 
flames from the combined firepower of his pure brethren. It must be 
such a disgrace for that holy machine to die in the hands of the 
damned . 

"Ca..ain Ma..n" His vox channel flickered to life, "wea€ in 
position . " 

Muttering an affirmative, the Captain was in the midst of directing 
his subordinates to contribute their firepower to the battle at the 
gate, when the storm descended. 

Lightning surged along the loyalist ranks; felling battle brothers in 
mere seconds when they would have endured. However, it was not the 
fantastic light works that drew Marlon's attention. Like a predator 
who sensed his quarry, the Captain snarled, spitting his hatred 
within a single word. 

"EquivosaC | " 

There, upon the dais before the gate, stood the Epistolary, 
surrounded by a throng of traitors. Lightning danced along the 
accursed Librarian's arms before spiking out at the faithful, 



reducing many a Roaring Wings marine to smoldering corpses. 


Then, as though guided by some malevolent being, the traitor turned 
his gaze and met the eyes of Marlon. The gesture only served to 
incense the Captain, and though it could be his imagination, he could 
feel the rage of his comrades by his side burning like the lone star 
that serves as the sun within the Codacus system. 

"FOR THE EMPEROR!" Letting loose the flood of emotions that boiled 
within him, Marlon released a roar and rushed forward, sword upright. 
Faintly, he could hear his underlings charging alongside him, 
however, so great the rage was within him that he remained oblivious 
to all but the Librarian. 

Had he not lost his cool, 9th company captain Marlon would have 
noticed how Equivos laid his palm upon each of his retinue and 
whispered. He may have noticed that each member had appeared slightly 
more domineering. 

Regardless, hatred blinds him now, hatred for the one who tore his 
Chapter apart. For the one to cause ruin to the Chapter with his 
spells, and then plunge it into total anarchy by refusing to submit. 
With his rage barely contained, it appeared that only the death of 
the one responsible for his grief would sate him. 

Crossing the field in a manner of seconds, Marlon's force crashed 
into Equivos' retinue like a bull into the fence. Though blinded by 
anger, his sharp instincts enabled Marlon to bypass the traitor's 
bodyguards so that he could face Equivos in single combat. However, 
there was one who stood between him and his quarry. 

Even though the being was clad in yellow power armor, his right arm 
engulfed by an oversized gauntlet, there was no way that Marlon would 
not recognize his old friend. 

"Sergeant Regarl, " Whispered Marlon. They had served together many 
times, with the grizzled captain even respecting his junior's methods 
of approaching a battle. Nevertheless, all that pales in the face of 
duty. "OUT OF MY WAAAAAY ! " 

His first swing went wide, the sword cutting only thin air as the 
Sergeant nimbly moved out of its way. Displaying dexterity only 
capable by an expert Swordsman and a Space Marine, Marlon followed up 
with a couple sword thrusts that only served to unbalance the 
Sergeant. However, in doing so, he had rendered his opponent's 
midsection vulnerable. The fourth strike, Marlon smirked, would clear 
the way to his prey, who had seemingly decided to not aid in the 
combat . 

His blade smoothly flowing upwards, Marlon swung it downwards at such 
a frightening speed that it would have simply sliced through a marine 
completely, power armor and all. 

Hence, imagine his surprise when his blade was stopped by Regarl ' s 
arm. His arm numb from the impact, Marlon could only stare dumbly as 
his opponent held the blade of his sword with a vice-like grip, the 
other arm raising the gauntlet to guarantee the sergeant's victory. 
With the momentum of his attack still moving him, Marlon was unable 
to dodge the potential killing blow, and the Captain could only look 
upon where his blade has landed to ascertain the reason for his 



defeat . 


He saw it. Though his blade had cut through the power armor. Captain 
Marlon's sharp eyes could pick out the unblemished skin that shone 
underneath. Then the gauntlet descended, the world became a flash of 
multicolored light, and the 9th company captain fell to the ground, 
his skull crushed by the impact of the blow. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p> "A waste, " Commented Equivos, as Sergeant Regarl strode away from 
the fallen hero. The melee had finished quickly, and the Captain had 
been the last to fall, Equivos noted with some regret, "He was a 
great warrior. "<p> 

"And one who stood in the way of our chapter's Salvation." 

"Indeed," Equivos shrugged, his helpness indicated in the movement, 
"after all, HE had decreed the Captain's deathaC i And now that 
Bellicus' supporters are dead, it's time to contact him. 

Sergeant ? " 

"On it." 

As the Sergeant booted his vox to give his report, Equivos swept his 
eyes over the embattled courtyard. The skirmish here had already 
ended, giving the place a sense of desolation. However, each time 
Equivos' gaze fell upon a fallen Marine's corpse, a pang of distaste 
and sorrow swam through him. Who was he to claim his brothers' lives? 
Why did he need the sense ofa€ | 

'_Cease blaming yourself!' _The voice of the Axe commanded, __'the 
darkness that fell upon your Chapter is the fault of your 
leader ! '_ 

With great effort, Equivos ignored the accursed voice, his mind 
reeling him away from it to return his thoughts to his own. It had 
saved his home, but the act had cost his family. Furthermore, deep 
down, in Equivos' own flickering conscience, he could feel 
somethingaC | unholy about the relic. It feels minute, but Equivos 
could not help but feel that it was but the edge of a vast 
ocean . 

Preventing his mind from wandering into curiosity, Equivos looked up 
into the sky. It used to be clear and blue, but now, something far 
more complex covers it. Myriad colors shone across its infinite 
canvas, with strange shadows flitting across its surface. It unnerved 
Equivos that he had been the one to cause all this, at the cost of 
his fellow librarians, yet deep downaC | 

"MY BROTHERS ! " The sudden phrase thundered from the myriad network of 
speakers around the world, its volume almost seemed to threaten to 
tear those speakers apart. "DESIST FROM YOUR INFIGHTING!" 

Equivos stood, unflinching, as a smile played around the corner of 
his lips. The one who spoke now was the one who had offered him what 
Bellicus had refused to do so, coincidentally after he had slain the 
latter . 


Master of Sanctity, Jivelt the Furious. 



He had offered Equivos and those who stand accused of heresy a chance 
of atonement, one that Bellicus had refused to give. Jivelt only 
asked that the conflict within the chapter be ceased so that trials 
could be conducted peacefully to decide their fate. One way or 
another . 

Specifically, he had ordered the deaths of a few personnel who were 
well-known for supporting Bellicus, deeming their zealous views to be 
too overwhelming to quench with anything but death. 

"AtonementaC | " breathed Equivos, the word like sweet nectar upon his 
tongue. "I thank you for your aid, ChaplainaC | " His gratitude pouring 
out in words as the one responsible continued to roar. 

"BELLICUS HAD BEEN ACCUSED AS GUILTY BY THE RECLUSIAM FOR 
DISREGARDING THE PROCEDURES OF THE CHAPTER, AND FOR PRONOUNCING DEATH 
OVER HALF OUR BROTHERS WITHOUT CONSULTING THE COUNCIL!" Hollered the 
voice, each syllable choked with authority and zeal, "WE DEMAND THAT 
HE BE DISPLACED FROM HIS POSITION AS CHAPTER MASTER AND BE EXECUTED 
FOR ABUSING HIS POWER AND RIGHTS!" 

"PUT ASIDE YOUR WEAPONS, MY BROTHERS!" The voice continued, "AND TO 
THE REMAINING CAPTAINS AND LORDS OF AUXILIARY! I BADE YOU TO THE HALL 
OF CHAMPIONS, WHERE WE SHALL DISCUSS THE FATE OF OUR CHAPTER, IN 
PEACE ! " 

~k ~k 

><p>+++ Research Report +++ Inquisitor [Seeker] , Ordo Hereticus +++ 
Analysis: Verifying +++<p> 

_As according to the previous report submitted by my acolyte, who I 
had code-named [Ancient], this report would concern the 
aforementioned Ork who had been obtained in order to solve the 
mystery concerning the events that had occurred upon the Cadocus 
System. _ 

_The results I had found were of varying interests to me, however, 
the final assessment upon the Xenos ' current state had been the 
bearer of the gravest news to me and to the Imperium at large. _ 

_The Ork ' s biological structure is no different from any of the other 
greenskin scum, and truth be told, our investigative operation upon 
the monster would had ended there if not for the fact that the filthy 
alien was still alive within his dead body. With the psykers of my 
own personal retinue probing the Ork ' s mind for clues, they had 
stumbled upon a psychic chasm within the Ork ' s mind. With urging on 
my part, one probed deeper only to collapse moments later, her head 
bulging, she had only time to speak a few words before her 
overflowing psychic energy consumed both herself, and the Ork._ 

_The lines she spoke were thus:_ 

_The lines of many will intertwine and fall apart, 

>The sons of a land will return to claim it,<br>And the relic will 
follow to speak to the past. 

>The beast will howl, the sword shall descend<br>Upon the Four of the 
Four who bring naught but another Four. 

>A saga that shall ravage the land, its true value known, <br>To he 



from the past and him upon the Throne. _ 

_I have, in fact, sent a copy of this verse to our esteemed Daemon 
Hunters, and relevant Ordos within our organization in hopes of 
deciphering this puzzle. Regardless, I had personally deemed this to 
be the mad ramblings of a psyker, and should it prove otherwise, it 
would be but one of many prophecies about our conflicts within the 
Imperium, be it come to pass or not._ 

_Nevertheless , with our return to the subject at hand, after putting 
together the evidences, I had hypothesized that the source of the 
disaster to be Chaos in nature. After all, none could affect the 
empyrean as strongly as the powers of Chaos themselves. Furthermore, 

I find myself convinced by this theory as one of my personal psykers, 
especially one who I specifically vouch for in purity and control, 
had been consumed by the powers of the Warp. _ 

_Hence, my deduction would be that the disaster that had befallen the 
Cadocus system to be Chaos in nature, and that in light of such an 
event, I request that reinforcements be sent as a precaution. 

However, in the chance of a strong psychic presence. Chaos or not, I 
would also request that a few Beta sanctioned psykers be dispatched, 
for the problem could only then be caused by psykers of equal 
magnitude or greater, given the nature of the evidence. Regardless, 
their powers would most definitely be welcomed in all possible 
scenarios, even if it were to help maintain the peace of a system 
after a particularly vicious warpstorm._ 

_As of now, I conclude my report, for my vessel is mere hours away 
from the surface of Covax VII, and I must begin preparations for the 
descent. There, I hope to discover what happened to the Roaring Wings 
Space Marine Chapter, and perhaps discover more about the source of 
the Warp Storm. _ 

+ + + Research Report End +++ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>As a friend, who is more of a 40k maniac than myself, 
wishes, I would include details of some people in the story with some 
personal Fluf f . <strong>* * 

>(0: Original, F: Fluff ) <strong> 

**Librarian Equivos** (150) : Base (65), Armor Indomitus (60), ML2 

(25), Force Axe, Bolt Pistol 

><em>Powers: <em>Smite, Iron Arm, Life Leech 

_The Mind Shield_ :2++ save, ( 0: Armor Indomitus), F: Equivos had 
honed his mind to such lengths that he could harness his psychic 
potential to project a shield. However, such was the power required 
that it leaves him drained and incapable of protecting himself in 
such a way again without sufficient rest. 

_Fury of the Voice_ : Relentless, (0: Armor Indomitus), F: The Axe's 
unending comments and advice are such that it was all Equivos could 
do to ignore it, for now. (Yes, I know that Relentless is useless for 
Equivos as he is XD) 



><p><strong>Anyways ! Thank you for reading this chapter! There should 
be about two more Intros before the real story, so I hope that you 
like what you see so far! XD<strong> 

**Also, please leave any reviews on areas for improvement! Thank 
you ! ** 

**Regards, ** 

**Elusith** 


End 
f ile . 



